122                        THE LETTER L.
' " Father beloved," the son replied,
And failed to gather to his breast,
With arms in darkness searching wide,
The formless guest.
*" I am but free, as sorrow is,
To dry her tears, to laugh, to talk; And free, as sick men are, I wis, To rise and walk.
'" And free, as poor men are, to buy
If they have nought wherewith to pay ; Nor hope, the debt before they die, To wipe away.
1" What Vails it there are wives to win,
And faithful hearts for those to yearn, Who find not aught thereto akin To make return ?
' " Shall he take much who little gives,
And dwells in spirit far away, When she that in his presence lives, Doth never stray,
*" But waking, guideth as beseems
The happy house in order trim, And tends her babes ; and sleeping, dreams Of them, and him ?